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the residence of the Chief of the Secret Police, when
Archibald, a queer gleam of excitement in his eyes,
foreswore as much as possible the society of the
Chinese sen-ants, fearful of betraying secrets known
to him and his master alone.
All was ready for the journey when M'Whizzle
referred to the camel again.
"Camel, sir?" echoed Podd, making a valiant
attempt to look surprised. "You want a camel, sir?
Yessir. I'm going round to the Co-operative Stores
at once, sir."
"Stores!" said the Chief of the Secret Police in a
disgusted voice. " They don't keep them. You'll have
to go into the native bazaar, among the Arab traders,
and pick one up there. And you'll have to see about
his food."
"Food? It is an animal, then?" exclaimed the
young Eurasian, in some astonishment. " I thought it
was a female garment."
" I did not say camisole," said M'Whizzle, tartly.
" I said camel. Yes, it is considered by the Western
nations to be an animal," he continued, a smile
flickering about his lips, " but I believe the 49th Chatee
of the Mongolian Empire classes it as reptilian on
account of its long neck. But that need not concern
you, good Podd, The thing is to obtain one."
Archibald nodded uneasily, and ran through his
natural history*
" Is it-----" he asked, and hesitated. " Is it one of
those high creatures with a humped back that you see
on the photographs of the infant Moses taken while
sound asleep among the bullrushes?"